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The Delhi,3 Olga said.
'Yes. How funny your knowing it.'
'Yes, isn't it? Quite a coincidence.'
He thought she was being sarcastic, but all the same it
made a kind of bond between them. People were associated
by mutual experience even if that experience was only eating
in a certain restaurant
'How do you like my husband?' Olga asked.
The curry was hot. Wilson's head was pricking.
'I like him,' he said. What an extraordinary thing to ask!
Olga laughed. 'Oh/ she said, chow funny you are! You
should have said "I hate him." It is normal to hate husbands
... At least, it is polite to pretend you do. Yes, you like him,'
she went on, 'and so do I. He has certain admirable char-
acteristics. He is very patient, very unobservant, he.. .'
Then she changed the subject. eAnd Retief/ she asked. 'You
like him too?'
'Yes,' Wilson said.
'And the doctor and Sebastian. Oh, yes, I know, you like
them all. Like... like. It is very ordinary to like. You
should love, hate, admire, despise,.. And me? Do you like
me?'
If she wanted the truth, she should have it. 'No/ he said.
CA la bonneheure, that's better. You might fall in love
with me. You do not want to, and you have.'
'I haven't,' Wilson said. He was furious with her. She was
making him behave like a small boy. He lit a cigarette.
Olga clapped her hands. The butler came in to take the
plates away. The second boy brought clean plates and finger
bowls. The butler came back with a dish of fruit Coffee
came. Olga was peeling a peach reflectively. Wilson didn't
want any fruit. He wanted to get out of here. To get out and
see something normal: to smell gasoline in the streets: to see a
policeman again: any kind of policeman as long as he was
white; a London bobby, a New York cop, a sergent de ville